166      HOW THEY FOUGHT AGAIN AT ALDBETH.
human gore. Fifty yards of deep clear water. And treasure inestimable to win by crossing it.
They thrust out balks, canoes, pontoons; they crawled upon them like ants, and thrust out more yet beyond, heedless of their comrades, who slipped, and splashed, and sank, holding out vain hands to hands too busy to seize them. And always the old witch jabbered overhead with her cantrips, pointing, mumming, praying for the storm; while all above, the sky was cloudless blue.
And always on the mound opposite, while darts and quarrels whistled round her head, stood Torfrida, pointing with outstretched scornful finger at the stragglers in the river, and chanting loudly what the Frenchmen could not tell: but it made their hearts, as it was meant to do, melt like wax within them.
"They have a counter witch to yours, Ivo, it seems; and a fairer one. I am afraid the devils, especially if Asmodeus be at hand, are more likely to listen to her than to that old broomstick-rider aloft."
" Fair is, that fair cause has, Sir King."
" A good argument for honest men, but none for fiends. What is the fair fiend pointing at so earnestly there?"
61 Somewhat among the reeds. Hark to her now! She is singing, somewhat more like an angel than a fiend, I will say for her."
And Torfrida's song, coming clear and sweet across the water, rose louder and shriller till it almost drowned the jabbering of the witch.